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TO 



HER GRACE 



THE- 



DUCHESS OF DEVONSHIRE. 



MADAM, 



*THHE uncommon condefcenfion with 
which your Grace permitted the fol- 
lowing finall Work to be Dedicated to you,, 
demands my warmeft acknowledgments, 
a- and 



C » ) 

and muft for ever live in my memory with 
unfeigned Gratitude. Obfcure, unknown,, 
it might have been, nay, it was prefump- 
tuous to folicit ; but your Grace, the conftant 
Encourager of Arts, and Patronizer of 
Genius, with a Generofity known but to 
few, and a Manner peculiar to yourfclf, 
granted me the Honour of laying it at your 
feet. This kind indulgeace muft caufe my 
Verfe to flounfh : for, who will queftion 
the Merit of that which is approved b\ 
You? 

A Woman, feldom writes without ha~ 
zarding much, for want of fufficient Know- 
ledge ; and yet I conceive great Hopes from 
the.luftre my Book will receive, by having 

.* your 



( ill ) 

your Name affixed to it: the Numbers 
will flow more harmonious, the Senti- 
ments more juft • and the recollcdtion of 
your unequalled Beauty and Virtues, will 
add grace to thofe Lines, which might 
other wife have too juftly borne the epithet 
of Inf^pid. I have endeavoured to preferve 
fimplicity of Style, and delicacy of Sen- 
timent, which the celebrated Pope fays, 
are the chief Beauties of Paftoral Poetry : 
and how far I have fucceeded, your Grace 
mud determine ; but certainly, if my Verfes 
ihould pleafe a perfen of your refined Talle 
and Judgment, they cannot long continue 
in want of Public Favour-. 

That 



( iv ) 

That they may affift to amufe a vacant 
hour, is the utmoft ambition* of 

Your Grace's 

Moft obliged, devoted, 

And obedient Servant, 

A. CURTIS. 
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A D D H E S S 



TO THE 



w 



PUBLIC. 



HAT Reception this Work will meet 
with is unknown ; but the Author is 
apprehenfive, too much will be expected from one 
whois fo nearly related to Mrs. Siddons. It may 
therefore be neceflary to inform thofe, who feel 
themfelves inclined to criticife upon a flrft Pro- 
duction, that fome of the Pieces were written 
at the age of Fourteen ; and others under a com- 
plication of Difficulties ; that it was not a thirft 
of Fame, but the repeated perfuafions of fome, 

perhaps 
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'perhaps, too partial, Friends, who urged the 
-Publication. 

The night mare will, perhaps, be confi- 
dered as nouvetfc, being a fubjeft never before 
treated of by any Author except Spenfer, 
in his Fairy Queen, and there very fligh'tly. It 
muft, however, be confefled, that the hint is 
taken from a whimfical painting of Fufeli's, •ex- 
hibited laft year at the Royal Academy. 

The poem on teace was written in lefs • 
than a Fortnight ; and if the execution fails, the 
defign will not, it is hoped, he deemed deftitute 
of Merit, its chief intent being a Panegyric on 
thofe Officers who fo particularly diftinguifhed 
themfelves, by their indefatigable perfeverance 
and bravery in the late War. Every heart, open 
*o Humanity, muft feelingly lament the deaths 

of 
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©f Lord Robert Manners, Major Andre, and! 
ether unfortunate Gentlemen, who loft their 
lives in defence of their Country. Every bene- 
volent mind, muft be fenfible of the horrors of a 
War, which has robbed England of fo many 
bright ornaments ; and therefore will rejoice- 
at a Peace, which is likely to be productive of 
fo much real advantage; particularly in our 
Commercial Affairs. 

Not unconfcious of Defefts in this Work, 
the Author fends it into the World like an 
unblown Flower, either to expand or wi- 
ther, as it is approved or condemned. It is-, 
therefore fubmitted to a generous Public, with* 
full aflurance, that if there is the finalleft dawn* 
of Merits it will not be overlooked.. 
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P E A C E, 



POEM. 



H, 



I ARK! o'er the plain the trumpet's heard n» 

more, 
No longer dins the fury of the War ; 
Pale Slaughter, ail diftain'd with human gore, 
Is heard no longer threat'ning from afar. 

And fee, on Albion's Cliffs a Maid appears, 
Waving, with dove-like eyes, a fiiowy wand $ 

Her prefence diiTipates our doubts and fears, 
She chears our drooping, our defpairing land. 

B Tii ( 
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'Tis heafrVbom Peace, with grateful Olives crownM I 
She comes to bid her beft lov'd children fmile ; 

Oh ! be thy pleafing influence ever own'd 
In this thy favoured, thy diftingubVd Ifle. 

But had'ft thou, Goddefs, fooner lent thy aid, 

To fave Britannia's Sons from fatal death, 
Full many a wife, and many a tender maid, 

Had bleft and prais'd thee with their lateft breath- 
Then had the deep-fetch *d figh, and heart-felt groan,. 

Ne'er echo'd from the penfive widow's breaft, 
Who ndw muft never hope the foft return 

Of balmy comfort, and heart-eafing reft. 

Full many an orphan mourns a father's fate, 
Who might have hvM to blefe their later days > 

Had deadly Fa&iori, and contending hate^ 
JfeV led him thro' Aaibtfkm's fatal maze. 

Then 
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Then had lara&ited Andre, haplefs youth, 

No fatal tribute to his country paid : 
Great was his courage, great his love of truth, 

Tho' now unthought. of m the earth he's4aid : 

Doom'd by the enemy to yield his breath, 
Calmly refign'd without a groan or figh, 

He fmil'd complacent in the arms of death, 
And. in ids country's caufe did greatly die* 

Thy gaping wounds, O Manners, {till mall live, 
Thy valiant deeds make ev'ry bofom glow i 

: For thee each fympathetic heart (hall grieve, 
And to thy mem'ry drop the tear of woe. 

May ev'ry wreath adorn brave Elliot's brow* 
Who did each danger, greatly, nobly dare ; 

Made Britain's foes beneath his flandard bow. 
And flood the wafting fury of the war, 

B 4 For 
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For four long years befieg'd by France and Spain, 
He brav'd, undaunted, their united hoft ; 

Nor funk beneath pale Famine's meagre train, 
Nor wifh'd to quit his dreadful, dang'rous poft. 

Thou too, O Rodney! well dcferv'ft our praife: 

In after ages heroes (hall be taught, 
In lofty verfe, and fame-refounding lays, 

How Rodney conquer'd, and how Elliot fought. 

The dreadful horrid fcene wild Fancy (hows, 
When fir'd by Fame, brave Rodney went to meet 

Upon the fea, that high as mountains rofe, 
On victory intent, the adverfe Fleet, 

The darken'd air, the curling waves appear, 
The loud wind whittles, and the billows rife ; 

The piercing outcries of the crew I hear, 
When the tofs'd veffel feems to touch the ikies.- 

'Spite 



i is} 

I ^Splte of the ftorm the meeting fhips engage* 

Long kept afunder by the roaring flood ; 
\ Now, now they give a loofe to frantic rage, 

^ And the rough fea becomes a foam of blood! . 

'Twas then, O Manners! eager of renown, 

I DefpoilMof limbs, thou fought'ft in Britain's caufe ; 

\ 

"■ Gallia furvey'd thee with a ghaftly frown, 

And 'ipite of enmity, beftow'd applaufe* 

Long Conqueft flood upon each ipreading fail, 
As doubtful where to fix the laurel crown ; 

" Britons," at length fhe cry'd, " will fttll prevail t 
14 And Rodney claim Victoria for his own 1" 

The Ville de Paris 'bove the reft did rife, 
De Grade was her commander's valiant name; 

But Rodney foon obtain'd the wifh'd-for prize, 
Rodney, the.fon of Glpry and of Fame. 

How 
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•How vain, ala* ! ait all the hopes of mari ! 

On the wide ocean wa» the vetiel tofs'd; 
" f Tis thought fhe funk beneath the boundlefs Jpan, 

And is to England, as to Gallia loll. 

But let me wave the melancholy theme,. 

And ling of Peace, and all her finifing train, 
' Who love to wander near the mazy ftream, 
Or revel wanton on the flow'iy plain. 

To hail her Heft approach, the genial Spring 
Shall ope her beauties to the raviuYd fight ; 

And dreaiy Winter, with his fable wing, 

Shall take a long, and not uawifiYd for, flight t 

Next the glad Summer,. crownM with fruits and flow'n, 
Shall frolic joyous 6 f er the dafied lawn, 

fVhcre paffing zephyrs, from the groves and'bow'fsy 
And opening ixrib-buds hail thy happy dawn* 

The 
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The tawny Harveft, waving o'er the field 1 
Its yellow bleffings and its golden grains, 

Its ripen'd bounties more replete fhall yield, 
Andgive thee welconae to thy native plains* 

Thou meek-eyM Goddefs, doft delight to dwell. 

Within the violet-embroider'd vale ; . 
Or elfe within the ivy-cover'd cell, 

Or in the low and lilly fringed dale. - 

At dappled morn, upon the fioping hill, 
Thou liften'ft to the horn's refunding note fi 

Or elfe befide the gently flowing rill, 
Thou hearTt the found upon the water* floats 

Sometimes within the twining woodbine's fhade, 
Whofe perfume foents the wanton Zephyr's wing, « 

Thou fk'ft to hear within the neigbb'ring glade, 
The newriedg'd birds their infant carob fiftg. 
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FavourM by'thee, now toils the lab'ring fwainy 
Nor thinks his weary occupation hard; 

He fings-— "Fis thou infpir'ft the artlefs ftrain, 
'Tis jthou beftow'ft his beft, his fure reward, 

When>fober Eve, in dufky veftments clad* 
Relieves him, happy from his daily tafk r 

Tis thou that mak'ft his penfive bofom glad, 
For Peace beftows whatever man can afk» 

Thy gentle fpirit in his bofom glows, 
Whene'er he fpeaks of Arno's winding vale y 

By thee infpirM,.the accent fofter flows, 
And: taught by thee, he fweeter tells the tale. 

Thou halcyon Goddefs, near me take thy {land, 
« Thy gentle look does ev'ry care beguile j 
Round me thy foft, thy downy wings expand, 
And chear my forrows with thy hcavenjy finite. 



Oka* 
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"O lead me by the gently purling ftream, 

Whofe pleafing murmurs lull to foft repofe; 
Sunk in thy arms, O let me fweetly dream t 
And ev'ry grief and ev'ry torture lofe. 

Daughter of Peace, Hfygeia * ever fair, 
O Wander with us by the mountain's fide; 

PofTcfs'd of thee, we ioofc the yoke of care, 

And all our moments, wing'd with pleafure, glide. 

Far from the fplendor of the glitt'ring Court, 
Far from Ambition's dazzling, dangerous throne, 

Let's rove — where innocence and virtue's taught, 
T' adore thofe glories Ged beftows alone. 

And yet, among the great there's ftill a few # 
''Unhurt by envy, and untouch'd by pride, 
Whofe generous hearts no meannefs ever knew ; 
Within whofe fouls foft Peace delights to 'bide, 

* Goddefs of Health. 

C Tho' 
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Tho* on the board the golden goblets fhine, 
And Nature fpreads her moft luxuriant ftore ; 

Tho' ev'ry heart is warm'd with fparkling wine, 
If Peace is abfent, joy is felt no more* 

Tho' the fond virgin feeds *a haplefs flame, 
And breathes her paffion to the paffing gale ; 

Tho* ev'ry figh conveys her lover's name, 
In hopelefs anguifh, to the filent vale: 

'Tis thine, O Peace, each torture to aflwage, 
To wipe the pearly drops from off her eye, 

To mitigate the mad effects of rage, 
And bid her bofom ceafe to heave the figh. 

O gentle Peace ! what language can define 
The joys, the tranfports, that thy form infpires! •* 

Thy modeft afpeft, and thy look divine, 
Each bofom pants for, and each heart dcfires- 

'Omay 
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G may no fatal adverfe ftroke divide 

And tear thee, Peace, from Albion's happy fhpre, 
But may 'ft thou fpread thy wifh'd-for empire. wids* 

Till Time and MemoFy fhall be no more. 

Commerce again lifts up its late-erufh'd head, 
Pleas'd to behold the dawn of happier days, 

When di'monds, filver, gold, and ufeful lead, 
Shall ope to view in full enrich'ning blaze* 

Now once again our ravifh'd eyes fhall meet* 
Golconda's wealth, and Peru's fhiningore ; 

Neptune (hall waft them 'crofs the feas, to greet 
Belov'd Britannia's long-forfaken more. 

Gn the wide bofom of the filver Thames 

Arabia's fpicy ftore again fhall ride ; 
And vefTels freigh ed from Hefperia's realms, 

On the finooth furface of the water glide. 

C 2 America 
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America her native-rocks (hall view, 
in language and religion dill the fame ; 

Britannia, to their int'refts ever true, 

Shall fink th* Opponent in ,a-Mother's flame# 

Thou Gallia, too, again fhalt be believ'd, 
Again ihalt trade upon this fea-girt ifle ; 

Tho* thou our eafy faith haft oft deceiv'd, 
Yet on thy produce we will deign to fmile.. 

Rever'd Britannia* in thy children pride, 
Belov'd of heaven is he who fills the throne ; 

In his firm breaft his people's love refide, 

Their warmeft wifhes and their hearts' his own. 

How fhall my untaught Mufe fit language find 
To fpeak the goodnefs of our much-lov'd Queen ?• 

For every virtue dwells within her mind, 
A concord, Phoenix-like, but feldom feen. 

Angelic 
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Angelic Peace ! for ever hover rounds 
And from dread War defend the coming hour J 

Near to Britannia be thou ever found, 
Guarding her cities with thy faving pow'r. 

Ye Heroes, to your native lands return, 

Who bravely have defended England's caufe j 

For much our- grateful, anxious bofoms bum, 
To give you juft and permanent applaufe. . 

On thee, Britannia, may each blefling pour f . 

May jocund plenty round thee ever fmile ; 
May Peace defend from ev'ry foreign Pow'r, . 

And Commerce fiourifh ia this happy Ifle*. 



HENRY 



HENRY AND J E S« S ¥. 

< A. X A, L E.. 

I H J£ Night was hideous dark ; no twinkling ftar 
Shot a pale beam, or glitter'd from afar, 
When Jeny fought the yawning Church-yard's gloom*. 
To weep belide. her much-lov'd Henry's tomb. 
44 All hail, ye horrors ! dreary glooms," flie cries, . 
" Within whofe (hade entomb y d my Henry lies : 
44 Full in .the pride of youth, he fought the grave, 
44 Nor could my tears the lovely victim fave. 
•* Shall I no more thofe beauteous eyes furvey, 
44 Nor view that form, which fnatch'd my foul away ? 
44 Shall I no more thofe love-taught accents hear, 
44 Whofe melting foftnefs charm'd th' enraptur'dear? 
44 O {lain to virtue, and to virgin fame ! 
u Sev'n confeious moons beheld my growing fhame, 

44 When 
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' t4 When death infatiate, clos'd thofe lovely eyes* 
14 Blind to my tears, and deaf to all my cries : 
* 4 Ere Hymen could his purple incenfe bring, 
" Or white rob'd Virgins foft hymen'als fing. 
44 Now the chafte matron warns the fofter young; 
44 With Jeffy's fhame the diftant forefts rung: 
44 Scorn'd by each maid, and pity'd by each fwain, . 
44 I fly the meads, and flrnn the hated plain : 

"* 4 Like fome fad ghoft I glide from grove to grove, 

~ 44 *The wretched fpeftade of lawlefi love. 
44 All-gracious Heav'n ! if woes like mine can move* 
44 Quick take me to you—- fnatch me to my love ; 
€4 I come prepar'd to meet my utmoft doom, 

' 44 And breathe>my laft upon my Henry's tomb?* 
The Gods affent— red grows the troublM fky f 
And nimble lightnings dance before her eye ; 
The raven croak'd, :hoarfe thunder fliook the ground, 
And echoing vaults remurmur'd back the found. 
44 I hear the fummons— Henry, I come !" fhe cry'dj 

•'Jtaibrac'd his tomb, and wjtb a figh, Ihe dy'd. 

, WINTER* 
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J^J O W Winter, rob'd in chilling fnows, 

Advances (low along ; 
jfc flowret in the valley blows, 

Hufh'd is the linnet's fong. 

No foiling colours paint the ikies, 
. -Dark clouds obfcure the day ; 
His cheering warmth bright Sol denies, 
\ Or fheds a fainter ray. 

Yon mazy ftream, that us'd to glide 

With gently murm'ring found, 
Now fpreads its glafly bofom wide, 

In icy fetters bound. 

is 

But foon fhall Spring, with genial heat, 

Renew the drooping flowVs ; 
Tlora fhall bloom beneath our feet, 

And deck our blafted bow'rs. 



'But, 
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Fut, ah! within this care-torn breaft 

Eternal Winter reigns ; 
No Spring can calm my foul to reft, 

No Summer chace my pains. 

Should Nature all her beauties yield, 
To charm the eye or tafte ; . 

With richeft colours deck yon field, 
'Twould feem a dreary wafle. 

No more fhall joy my bofom move, 
Tho' year on year fhould roll, 

Oondemn'd eternally to prove 
The Winter of the Soul. 



TO 

i 



TO A F K T E N D T 

AVHO UDE ME HOPE,, 

IHOU bad*ft me hope — Alas ! can Hope 

Feftore Content, long loft ; 
Or fafely guide the fhatter'd bark 

That's on the ocean toft ? 

When anguifh tears the tortur'd foul r 

And heaves the pent-up figh, 
And fad refle&ion makes the tear 

Stand trembling in the eye ; 

Think'ft thou, that Hope's delufive pow y r 

Can aught of joy impart, 
To calm the tumults of my mind, 

Or eafe a breaking heart ? 



Ah! 
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Ah, no, my Friend ! too oft has Hope 
My flatter'd fenfe deceiv'd : 

She glittering profpefts oft has fhown, 
Too oft have I believ'd. 



Dj elegy 
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ON THE DEATH OF 

DAVID GARRICK, ESQ. 

LET every tongue be mute — for Garrick's dead ! 

The Child of Nature feeks his native ikies ; 
With him, alas ! the Graces all are fled, 

In him is loft whatever Tafte could prize. 

Envy herfelf fhall give the Genius praife, 

Shall own, fair Science grew beneath his fhade ; 

And Fame for him (hall plant the blooming bays, 
To (hade the tomb that holds th' immortal dead. 

Let hollow blafts be heard along the dale, 
And tuneful birds forget to hail the dawn ; 

Let ev'ry flowret die within the vale, 
Nor perfum'd cowflips deck the painted lawn. 

Each 
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1 Each downy fwan, on Avon's flowing tide, 

" Fading in mufic" his departure breath : 
Shade of our Shakefpeare, rife ! for lo ! the pride 
Of all thy works is gone — thy choiceft Wreath. 

Let laurel tributes deck our Garrick's tomb, 

While tears in torrents from our eyes fhall flow ; 

With woe-fraught hearts we'll quit the peaceful gloom, 
And pay to Worth, what Mem'iy can beftow. 

* Ye weeping Mufes, ceafe thofe fruitlefs tears, 
No longer haunt yon melancholy gloom ; 

' His voice now charms in heaven, feraphic ears, 
Tho' cold his allies in the dreary tomb. 

But foft awhile — behold yon opening 4 lky ! 

See, where he mingles with the bleft above ! 
O Grave ! where is thy mighty victory, 

Since Death's dread fling creates immortal love"? 

INVO- 



INVOCATION 



T O 



V A N C Y. 

^OME, jprightly Goddefs, fair and blithe, 

With eyes of azure blue, 
Who gently fkimm'ft the fleeting air 

With robe of motley hue : 

O lull me on thy fnowy breaft, 

To foft, enchanting fleep ; 
For on thy bofom Care's beguiFd, 

And Woe forgets to weep. 

•Borne on thy wing, the cot I've view'd, 

The flow'r enamell'd mead ; 
Heard Philomela's plaintive moan, 

And Shepherd's vocal reed. 

The 
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The defert wild, the craggy rock r 
And dafhing furge, I've feen ; 

The mould'ring tow'r, and blafted heath r 
By Luna's lambent beam. 

On Avon's banks I've trae'd the ftream,. 

Where fwans delight to lave ; 
Their ebon oars there ever ride, 

Their proud necks kifs the wave. 

To Heaven I oft have wing'd my way r 

Where worlds eternal roll, 
There trod the fpangl'd pavement o'er,. 

And rov'd from pole to pole. 

Come then, thou Goddefs, heav'nly fair, 

With thee r O let me Jive - r 
With fmiling mirth let me partake 

Thofe joys which thou can*ft giver 
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ON THE DEATH OF A 

FRIEND. 

NO more I hail the rofy-colouv'd morn, 
Or range with gladnefs o'er the tufted mead ; 

No more I brum the dew-drops from the thorn, 
Or join my voice to Damon's vocal reed. 

For, horror to reflection, now no more 
Eliza fings, the wonder of the plain ; 

When doubting whether they mould not adore, 
Admiring mortals heard the 'witching ftrain. 

Within her fpotlefs mind each virtue dwelt, 
She wip'd the tear from ev'ry forrowing eye. ; 

A tale of woe her tender heart would mek,. 
And heave her bofom with the pitying figh. 



Pale 
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Pale was the roie upon her beauteous clieek, 
Robb*4 *of its blooming hue by pining Care ; 

Yet fweet Religion, fair and meek, 

Taught her the fick'ning hand of Death to bear. 

Ye gentle Virgins, on Eliza's bier 

Strew the frefti rofe, and fhow-drop ever fair ; 
'Then if they fade, refrefh them with a tear— 
-Eliza was deferring of your care. 



E TO 



TO A FRIEND, 

ON READING HIS 

POLYDORE AND JULIA 

IN THE LADIES' MAGAZINE. 

I E tuneful Nine, infpire my artlefs verfe ! 
Teach me in flowing numbers to rehearfe 
His praife, who told the melancholy tale, 
More foft than Zephyr fanning thro' the vale. 
He real Love from real Nature drew, 
And dar'd the Lover's feelings to the view : 
Painted what anguifh, what diftrefs he prov'd, 
When parted from the maid he fondly lov'd ; 
What pangs, what tortures fill'd the gentle breaft 
Of Julia — Told how frantic, how diftreft, 
When at the altar, by a Sire's command, 
She gave her trembling, her unwilling hand, 



To 
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To him (lie hated. — Moft unhappy Fair! 

Too foon you trod the thorny paths of Care : 

Affrighted Hymen from the Altar fled, 

Nor held his torch to light the nuptial bed. 

Hafte thee, fair Fame, thy. laureate honours fpread, 

In wreaths unfading, to adorn the head 

Of him, whofe name mail flourim when he's dead : 

Ev'n fterneft Cenfure, peiHlent and pale, 

And Criticifm, with its chilling gale, 

Shall raife a Fane to fpeak thy matchlefs fame, 

And Envy's felf build altars to thy name. 

Cautious I ftrike the panegyric firing, 

And fearful to offend, on languid wing 

The Mufe foars faintly — yet accept the lay ; 

>Tis Merit prompts, and Friendfhip bids obey*. 



E *. AN 



AN IMPROMPTU. 

XHE Nine and Apollo from Pindus defcended, 
To fee if the race of mankind was amended ; 
And try, if each virtue to one fair was given, 
As old Father Jove had oft boafted in heaven. 
They travers'd the globe a fair female to find, 
In whom wit, good-nature, and virtue were join'd :. 
In one there was pride, folly,, noife, and ill-nature, . 
Another was vain, without one blooming feature ; 
In each, there was fomething that ftill gave offence— 
For what is good-nature without there's good fenfe ?. 
And what is good -nature and fenfe, whenthey'rejoin'.d, 
Unlefs with ftricl honour they *re ciofely combin'd ? 
Deceived thus and vex'd, they prepar'd to be gone, 
When Phoebus reflected they'd pafs'd over one : 
Returning, they view'd in the Duchefs of Devon 
E'en more than old Jove had reported in heaven : 



N 
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No envy, no malice, debas'd her pure mind, 

To all (lie was generous, to all fhe was kind ; 

As beauteous as Venus, like Dian as chafle, 

Good fenfe, fparkling wit, in her features they tracM ; 

They found that defpotic fhe reign'd in all hearts, 

And they ftiFd her thenceforward — protectress of 

ARTS.* 



ZELIDA 



ZELIDA TO TREN Av 

A N« E P I S- T L E. 

9 1 IS paft ! — the hours of happinefs are o'er:— 
They're fled! — and Reafon lends her aid no more. 
Why throbs my heart,, ah ! why thefe killing fears ? 
What means this burfting figh, thefe falling tears ? 
Why fvvclls my foul within its fiVd retreat ? 
Why glows my bofom with unufual heat ? 
Say, for thou know'ft, is it a fin to own,. 
Where Love refides, no peace, no blifs is known ?* 
Not myrtle grove, nor amaranthine bower, 
Can fave, can fhield from Love's almighty power : 
Whether in grove, or by the chiding ftream, 
My Love, my Azor, is my conftant theme ! . 
For him I figh, for him, alas ! I mourn ; 
For him I weep, without the leait return*. 

Say, 
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Say, cari'fl: thou blame fo pure, fo chafle a fire? 
*'Tis love refin'd, not wild or loofe defire : 
Peruvian maids, unlearnM in wile or art, 
Can ne'er difguife the feelings of the heart. 
O curft Ambition! thirft of flavifh flore ! 
Why did rude War invade our pea:eful fhore ? 
Why did the Spaniards feek Peruvian gold, 
By us unthought of, and in mines grown old ? 
The never-dying lamps were burning round, 
"When lo ! the temple fhook — the altar groan'd! 
" Poftpone the nuptial rites!" the Incas cried, 
" Some dreadful evil will our land betide." 
Scarce had the Prieft pronounc'd this direful tale, 
When difmal fhriekings fill'd the diflant vale : 
The Spaniards came, O horror to relate ! 
Our nation bravely fought, and — met their fate ! 
The bleeding Fathers to the Altars bore 
Their Infants, blotted with paternal gore ; 
Hoping the Temple would a refuge prove, 
And from the Stabber fave the Babes they love : 

Round 
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Round the blefs'd Image of our God ador'd 

I clung — with fervent pray'rs his aid implor'd ; 

Nor pray'rs nor tears could fave us from their powV, 

They came, and-^-conquefM in an evil hour; 

They bore me, trembling, o'er 9ie Ixmndlefs flood, 

Their {words fHll reeking with my country's blood. 

Yes, my Irena! On the very day 

That was to join, they tore my Love away, 

Far from my fight — taftill'd into his mind 

His love was finful, ' his religion blind ; 

4 Taught him his houfehold deities to fcofn, 
Nor praife the god that does illume the morn. * 
His fickle heart believ'd their faithlefs wiles, 
Deliver'd with deceit — drefs'd up in fmiles. 
Why did I live to quit my native land, 
Where innocence and truth went hand in hand? 

'Where feftive mirth, with foft contentment reign'd ? 

3sach other's ^good — to us a joy unfeign'd ; 

*We knew no felfhood in our happy times, 
Nor pierc'd the golden bofom of our climes. 



* The Peruvians worflup the Sun. 



On 
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On Gallic (hores there's nought but noife and ftrife — 
Contention and diftruft embitter life ! 
Hefperian Maids have charm'd my Azor's eyes, 
While, funk in fad defpair, Zelida dies. 
Say then, Irena, can'ft thou blame the fighs, 
That fwell my bofom, and unbidden rife ? 
Berhaps e'en now he at the Altar ftands — 
And now the Prieft for ever joins their hands. 
Be ftill, my flutt'ring heart ! — be flrong, to hear 
The fatal news, without a groan or t:ar! 
Hear, that he never more mall blefs my fight, 
'And calmly own — " whatever is, is right." 
Not riling morn, nor Afric's fpicy gale, 
That' wantons o'er the perfum'd citron vale, 
Can eafe or pleafure to my foul impart, 
Or calm the tortures of my breaking heart. 
Turn back thy ftream, O Tiber ! quit thy courfe, 
And with loud murmurs make e'en Echo hoarfe! 

F Fade, 
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Fade, fade, ye" flowers! O drop your painted heads! 
And fink, all withered, to your Waited beds ! 
He's gone, for ever gone ! Unfaithful Youth ! 
Is this the fond return for love and truth ? 
Sometimes, Irena, in yon tow 'ring grove, 
Once facred feat of friendship and of love, 
While glitt'ring dew-drops deck the quiv'ring trees* 
And gentle Zephyr fans a cooling breeze, 
Alone I range, when Luna mounts on high, 
To drop a tear, or heave the pent-up figh ; 
There rave J, wilder than the winds or feas, 
Sigh with each gale, and murmur with each breeze* 
Zelida, ceafe*— thou fend'ft thy fruitlefs fighs 
To one who heeds not tears or piercing cries-: 
A Cave there is, once feme fed Hermit's Cell, 
Where Solitude and Peace were wont to dwell ; 
Beneath, enrag'd the forging billows rave, 
And wafh the bottom 6f the dreary cave : 

There, 
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There* with' dejected eye, I'll fit all day, 
And watch the curling eddies as they play ; 
Till Death, with lenient power appears, . 
Galms my fad breaft, .and flops the gufhing tears j 
Then will each care, and ey'ry grief be o'er. 
And ^uthlefe Azor be belov'd ho more* . 



Fj THE 



T H E 

NIGHT MARE. 

NlGHT's fable curtains o'er the world were fpread, 
And more than common darknefs hung the air, 

While in fort fleep were weary mortals laid, 
And not a flar kept twinkling in its lphcre : 

All Nature flcpt, with peaceful (lumbers bleft. 
Save only one, and (lie, to joy unknown, 

Pafs'd the long hours without her ufual reft, 
And for each breeze fhe gave an echoing groan. 

Three nights before, the Church-yard's horrid gloom 
Receiv'd her Lover, from the clay-cold bier ; 

Her mind revolving on her Edward's Tomb, 
For him faft flow'd the unavailing tear. 

Her, 
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Her, dark Uriah,, from her cavern deep,- 
Beheld fit object for her hellifh fpite ; 

Whofe art could drain the waters of the deep,. 
Transfix, the ftars, and turn the day to nights 

In Edward's life* the Witch he had revil'd, 

Deny'd'her alms, and thruft her from his door $~ 

Bade her go howl in .deferts ever: wild, 

And come with whining looks to him no more* 

This in »her mind,, (he mounted her Night Mare,. 

A figure horrible to human view ! 
With rapid force fhe cut the. foggy air, 

O'er hilla and vales, and roaring floods (he flew*. 

At length alighting at a dreary cell, 
Where Witches meet, and incantations ufe f 

Where terrors nod, and direful horrors dwell, 
Man's frighted reafoa forely to abufe. 



In 



> 
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In the deep coyert cf a gloomy wood, 

Where nightly, fiends and glaring fpeftres walkj , 
Tii is mould'ring, fubterraneous cavern flood, 

In wbofe lone aiiles dread apparition* Halk. . 

There to- her fitter Beldams me imparts 

Hqr prefent grief,* and afks their hellifh aid ; 

lutreats they'd fummon up. their fiibtldl arts, 
To r plague and torture the anli&ed.Maid* . 

The H^gs afloat, .and round their cauldron move,^ 
Throwing therein each pois'nous deadly weed; ., 

Philtres and drugs, infpiring hate and love, 
Sijch as aftound the inexperiene'd Maid : . 

The ferpent's tooth, the dragon'sVhatefol bloody 
Hemlock, and biffing viper's venom'd tongue ; > 

Foam of ytbe&a, and newly ebbing flood, 
And panting hearts from. dying turtles wrung. 



The 
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* The thunder roar'd, the difmal night-owl fcreani W 

The Witches mutter'd wiles, and horrid fimg ; 
The cavern groah'd, the flaming lightning gleam'dft 
The air with horrid invocation* rung: ! 

The fpeU accompKfh'd, thro 9 the endarken'd any , 
With eager hafte, they flew to Edward's fide, 

And there rehears'd their incantations drear — 
His voice procured, to Emma's bed they glide* 

Her form, rnoft fiend-like, frill Uriah wore, 
And on her Mare to Emma's chamber rod*, 

Who did with tears her wretched Hate deplore* 
And oft in anguUh cail'd upon her God, 

'Mid die impervious gloom of ebon night, 
The fond, diftrafted, wretched Emma, fourid 

His much-lov'd form oft fleet befotfe her fight, 
And heard his voice in diflual acecsts finmcL 
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Her lovely neck hung down bcfide the bed, 

Pale and diilorted feem'd her beauteous face ! 
*Her auburn hair ere& upon her head, 

Robb'd by .pale Fear of every female grace. 

On the white bofom of the tortur'd Maid, 

Uriah grinn'd in Aimodean guife ; 
While cares for Edward Emma's breaft invade, 

She fcarcely credits, fcarce believes her eyes, 

"She tries to fpeak — to ftretch her weary arm; 

Her voice is loft — fhe cannot hear the found ; 
Nor raife her hand : fo potent is the charm, 

By damned Magic thus envelop'4 round. 

Drops of cold fweat from off her bofom pour'd, 
While fheets of fire feem'd foiling from on high ! 

Torrents of hail the fitter Beldams fliower'd, 
Enlight'ning now— -then darkening all the fky1 



The 
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The night fhe'd pafsM thus reftleft and 'difmayM, 

When the plum'd Cock, glad harbinger of day, 
•Aurora faw, in purple robes arrayed, 

And the curs'd Wizards ihrunk in hafte away. 

While the feir Goddefs trips the daify'd hills, . 

Sweeter .the dew-befparigPd lawns appear; 
And vocal herdsmen, with the noify mills, 

Affift-~frosn 'Enimft breaft^to'chace pale Fear. 

TV ambitious dream of fuddenlofi of pow'r ; 

The poor Tare poorer, and the fick grow worfe ; 
The mifer grafps in vain at Alining ore, 

And each forlorn one feels an added curfew 

The love-fick Maid of ghofts and ihadows dire? 
Thus Emma thought, when rous'djfy Phoebus' beam, 

^No more fhe faw the fairing flakes of fire- 
She Voke— and found — 'twas all an idle dream 1 

G ODE 



O D 



T O 



CONTEMPLATION. 



COME, Contemplation! Nymph divinely fair! 
With meditative eye and penfive air : 
Far from the fight of Folly's laughing throng, 
Far from the feftive dance, or giddy foag, 
O lead me ! — where the angry billows roar, 
And waves contending, lafti the diftant fhore ; 
Where rocks on rocks ftupendoufly arife, 
Whofe barren tops appear to touch the ikies ; 
There, on the hcach, we'll teach the tear to flow, 
In all the tender luxury of woe. 
Then, when the Sun fhall hide his golden head, 
And feek in painted clouds his Thetis bed, 

And 
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And the ftill ev'ning claims our penfive walk, 
Of Nature's wonders and her works, we'll talk v 
Admire the humble vale, the foreft tall, 
And praife the bounteous Hand that form'd them all. 
Returning homeward, thro* the Church-yard's gloom, 
We flop to view fome haplefe Virgin's tomb, 
Perhaps Eliza's — to my rnem'ry dear ! 

! Still to thy ftnferings falls the gulhing tear* 
Hail, facred Friendfhip ! ever in my hearr 
Shall dwell thy manners mild, devoid of art ; 
Thy fimple converfe, thy unweary'd truth, 
Thy matchlefs faith, and early faded youth. 
Is injur'd innocence the care of Heaven £ 
If fo, to thee eternal blifs is given 1 

1 For thee the Maids fliall ftrip the blooming bowers, 

1 And ftrew thy grave with Nature's faireft flow'rs : 
Thyfelf once faireft, joy of ev*ry eye, 
Thy ear was never fhut to Mis'ry^s cry ;. 
Thou found'ft the way each fuccour to impart,. 

I And yet not wound the feelings of the heart. 

' G 2 Next 
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Next,, the Inscription meets the tearful eye*. 
And from our breaus* extorts another figh.: 
" Here Res Eliza, once a happy Maid, 
u Till by fond love and faithlcfs Man. betray'd y. 
* 4 Like the frefh rofe, Ihe withered in her bloom,. 
" And dropped an early viclinito the tomb.*** 
O Death ! how awful thy unerring bow,. 
It lays the haughty and the rich- man low ;• 
The proud Lord here, forgetful of his birch* 
And titles, mingles with the meanefl earth. 
Some hafle to meet thee, as tlieir fureft friend;. 
Soothing their forrows with a gentfe band,. 
Giving oblivion- to their grief and care — 
While others view thee but with eyes of fear. 
When* ficknefs from iny cheek fhall (tear the bloom* 
And bid me hafte to Death's uncertain gloom, 
Let me fubmiflive wait the Wilt of Heav'n,. 
N:iy, pleased, refign the life my. God has giv'n. 
- At Night* returned, we view the learned page, 
Wrote by the hand' p£ venerable Age — 
: How 
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How Rome's firft founders bold in Virtue grew* 
Firm to their country, to each other true ; 
Till curft Ambition ftole into the mind, 
Ambition ! bane and plague of human kind ! 
How fhe her Virtues and her Glory toff,. . 
And that fam'd Freedom^ once her greateff boafh 
Her beauteous walls are now o'er-grown with weeds,, 
Where the fwoln toad and hilling viper breeds.. 
Thefe are thy works, unconquerable Time, 
Felt in all ages, and in ev'ry clime ; 
All. own thy might, fave Virtue— that alone* 
Shall fit fecure, and thy rude pow'r difown :: 
And on a bli&ful, on a happy fhore, 
Survive, when Time itfelf mall be no more ; 
The Earth, fhall wafte^ all Nature feel decay, 
White Virtue reigns amid eternal day. 



SEARCH 



SEARCH 

AFTER 

HAPPINESS. 

\J Happiness T to few known but by name, 
Say, dwelPff thou in the bofom of the deep ? 

Art thou annexM to Titles, Wealth, or Fame ; 
Or near yon lapient College doft thou deep ? 

I've fought thee in the unfrequented vate, 

Thro* whofe fair (hades winds foft the babbling rilf j 

3 hop'd to find thee in the lowly dale, 

Or on the fammit of yon tow'ring hittv K 
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Oft have I chae'd thee o*er the verdant plainv 
Yet from my eyes you fickle ever flew ; 

And Hill my fearches and my toils were vain* 
Tho* oft I've grafp'd thee ia ray fancied view- 

I fought 
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J fought thee next in Learning's ample ftorc ; 

.But ftill in vain — Thou'rt no where to be found! 
I caught a glimpfe in Philofophic Lore, 

But fear thou'rt only an illufive found. 

Thus as I try'd to catch the flying Fair, 

Swiftly came on the gloomy (hades of Night ; 

And while my bofom heav'd with rueful care, 
A rev'rend Sage appear'd before my fight* 

An antique robe was 'crofs his (houlders bound f 
Sandals, inftead of flioes, adorn'd his feet ; 

A wreath of palm his aged temples crown'd* 
His mien was awful, yet divinely fweet! 

His furrow M face a fmiling afpeel wore, 
His filver locks befp oke a length of years ; 

My heart a rapture felt, unknown before, 
While thus the Sage my penfive bofom cheera : 

" Daughter, 
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u Daughter, " he cried, " attend instruct 10 n^s voice? 

* 4 You figh for Kaphn^s— the Goddefs flies ; 
« 4 To lure her, yet depends upon your choice, 

44 And how to keep her, in your wifdom liefr. 

44 'Tis not infplendor, equipage, or noife, 
44 To fli'me at ball, or fparkle at the play ; 

44 Pleafores like thefe the thinking mortal cloys— 
44 They're fhort, and fleeting as a winter day. 

•" Nor let Ambition fnare thy dwelling foul— 
44 For What is Fame beyond the prefent hour ? 

" Beauty will fade, as years upon thee roll, 

44 And over hearts you'll lofe.your boafted pow'r* 

H4 From him that flatters ever fearful flyy 

44 For falfehood hangs on his deceitful tongue.; 

H4 If he fhould heave the fafcinating figh, 
'•• O liden not ! or.you are fure undone. 

"Let 
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** Let Honour ftill fuftain thy wav'ring heart ; 

44 Tho' you fhould find the tender conflict hard, 
w Avoid the Youth made up of wiles and art, 

" For Virtue ever is its own reward. 

44 Court bleft Religion in the penlive fhade, 
44 She'll breathe upon thy foul feraphic light ; 

" From her thou'lt ever find the fureft aid, 
44 And Heaven will open to thy diftant fight. 

44 Let thy pure hand the crying Orphan cheer,.. 

44 And let thy charity the Widow blefs ; 
44 Deny not to Affliction, Pity's tear, 

44 For Virtue's faireft when (he aids Diftrefs. . 

44 This will enfure the Goddefs to thy breafr, 
44 And Peace will hover o'er thy humble Cell ; 

44 Content will {both .thy rifing cares to reft, 
44 And with thee happiness fhail ever dwell ! ,r# 

H SONG. 



SONG. 

I'LL haften, a wreath to prepare; 

And twine all the fweets of the bow'r >: 
The woodbine, and lilly fo fair, 

And the violet, frefh blooming flow'r. 

The rofe, to the cheek of my Love r 

All faded appears to my view ^ 
Nor the fnow-drop, freih plucked from the groves 

Can vie with her bofom's white hue. 

Yet the rofe-bud I well may compare 

To the fweet, modeft blufli of the Maid ^ 

And the fiiow-drop, fo beaut'ous and fair, 
Is like her, in innocence 'ray'd. 

This garland, new cull'd from the vale, 

I'll place on my fair Delia's head ; 
Not the perfume thefe flowrets exhale 

Can compare with the breath of the Maid. 

DAMON 
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DAMON AND PHYLLIDA. 

A PASTORAL. 

. <( IE Shepherds, give over your ftrains, 

" Attend to poor Phyllida's tale : 
" Young Damon, who gladden'd our plains, 
" Has left his fair Cot in the Vale. 

u Entic'd by the Trumpet of Fame, 

" His pipe and his crook laid alide, 
ift To raife by bravi actions his name— 

" All the horrors of Death he defy'd ! 

* Ci Contented and happy we were, 

" For healthful and large was our flock ; 

u Their fleece as the fiiow-drop wat fair, 
u And whiten'd the top of yon rock, 

H * « Our 
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u His flowrets, which once were his pride, 

** Unpropt and neglected they grew ; 
44 His lambs o'er the meadows ftray'd wide, 

" And Peace from our cottage withdrew, 

** One day, as we fat in the wood, 

" With thefe Warriors, faid Damon, I'll roam:; 
** Shall they for me (hed their beft blood, 

" While I fit inactive at home ? 

* ; In vain were his Phyllida's tears, 
" For firm to his purpofe he flood ; 

ct In vain did fhe paint her wild fears, 
" And conjur'd up Horror's dark brood. 

<* Thefe woods and thefe valleys, he cry'd, 
" Can witnefs, thouVt dear to my arms ; 

« But leave thee I muft, frill he figh'd, 
" For Glory refiftlefs has charms. 



« Yet 
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•*■ Yet foon will thy Shepherd return* 
" All cover'd with laurels, to thee ; 

" Again with fond love will I burn, 

" And my paffion I'll carve on each tree*. 

*' Next morning I traversed each grove, 
" But Damon had taken his flight* 

** Forgetting his vows and his love— 
" For ever he's loft to my fight ! 

" Then mourn, my dear Shepherds, with me t . 

" My Damon, I fear me, is flain : 
" For Britain from War now is free, 

" And yet he returns not again. 

" No more will I join the gay throng, 
44 That feftive now dance in the grove ; 

44 No more will I lift to the fong, 
u But mourn all the day for my Love. 



" O Damon.' 
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" G Damon ! mod dear to my foul, 
" The tear ftill fait flows at thy name : - 

** While Time o'er my forrows (hall roll, 
" I'll cfcrfe the allurements of Fame." 



As (he fnoke— o'er the far diftant plain >. ' ;S ' 



Her Damon came tripping along ! 
And the Day that reftor'd her loft Swain, 
Each morn, is the theme of her fong. 
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